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She was happy again and danced a few steps from
one of the recent ballets. They passed through the
little straggling copse with its clumps of wild roses
and orchids and here and there an olive tree, its
gnarled trunk intermingled with the pines. When
they arrived at the bungalow, "Falling Roses/* Car-
lotta indicated with a nervous gesture a slightly
larger one forty yards lower down,
"That is 'Meadowsweet/ which Mr. and Mrs.
Leonidas have taken, only Mr. Leonidas said that his
wife was going to Paris."
"Better stay and look after her husband, I should
think," Granet muttered. "However, here you are
safely home, child. There is the open gate for you.
There is your sister waving to you from the win-
dow/'
"She wants you to come in/* Carlotta cried
eagerly.
"Well, you will have to excuse me/*
It was too late, however. Madame di Mendoza
had already emerged from the bungalow, her hands
outstretched, a very smart neglige over the some-
what obvious foundation of her evening toilet.
"What a neighbourly person you are, Mr.
Granet!" she exclaimed, smiling. "You have brought
my little sister home, I see. She is such a wanderer
I can never make sure of her. Please come in and let
me give you a glass of sherry, or shall I bring it out
here?"
"You are very kind," Granet said. "I really ought
not to stop, though. But I must admire your view
for a moment."